
7 be mofi lamentable Tragedie 

I will mofl willingl y attend your Ladyfiiip. 

Mate . Lucius I will. 

Titus, How now Lauinia, Marcus wbatmeanesthis? 
Some booke thereis that Ills defires to feet 
"Which isicgirleofthcfe?openthem boy. 

But thou art deeper read and better skild. 

Come and take choy fe of all my Librar y, 

And fo beguile thy for.row,till the heauens ' 

Reueale the damhd contriuerof this deede. 

Why lifts fhevp herarmesinfequence thus ? 

Ttlarc. I thinke fhe meanes that there was more then one 
Confederate in the faft, 1 mere there was : 

Or elfe to heauen ftieheaues them for reuenge. 

Thus . Lucius what booke is that flie tofleth fo ? 

Tuer. Grandfier tts Ouids Metatnorphofis, 

My mother gaue it me. 

eJWarc. Forlouc ofherthats gone. 

Perhaps fheculd it from among the reft* 

Titus. Soft,fo bufily ft cturncstheleaues, 

Helpe her, what would fiie finde? Lauinia {hall Iread l 
Thisis the tragicke tale of Philomel, 

And treatesofTm’B.ftrcafonandhis rape. 

And rape I fcave was r oote of thine annoy. 

Marc, See brother fee note how flie quotes the leaues, 
Titus. Lauinia, west thou thusfurpriz d fweetgirlc, 
Rauiflitand wrongdas Philomela was, 

Forcd in the ruthkfle, vaft > and gloomy woods ? 

See, fee.lfuch a place there is where wedid hunt, 

(O hadwc- ncuer, neuer hunted there) 

Patternd by that th c Poet heere deferibes, 

By nature made for murthers and for rapes. 

Marc. O vvhyfliouldnaturcbuildfofouleaden, 
Vnlefle the Gods delight in tragedies ? 

T <r. Giue fignes fwcct girle for bcerc are nonebut friends. 
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of Titus Andronicus] 

What Romane Lord it was durft do the deede ? 

Or flonke not Saturnine,^ T arquin oft. 

That left the Carope to finne in Lucrece bed. 

| Marc. Sit downefweetNeece, brother fit dowfle by me; 
yip folio, PatLs, lout, or Mercury, 

Infpire me that I may this treafon finde. 

My Lord lookc hcere,lookc heere Lauma, 

He sorites his T^ame with hisfiajfe , and guides it 
with feete and mouth. 

This fandie plot isplaine, guide ifthoucanft. 

Thisafterme, I haue writmy name, 

Without thehelpc ofany handat all. 

Curft be that hart that forft vs to this flhift : 

Write thou good Neece, and heere difplay at laft,*. 

What God will haue difeoucred for reuenge, 

Heauen guide thy pen Co print thy forrowes plaine, 

That wemay know the tray-tors and the truth. 

She takes the Jlaffe in her mouth, and guides it with her „ 
ftutnpes, and writes. 

Titus. Oh doe ye read my Lord what fhe hath writ, 
StuprunOf Chiron, Demetrius. ■ 

Marc. What, what, the luftfull fonnes of Tamora } 
Performers of thishninous bloody deede? 

Titus. Magm Dommator poli, 

Tam Untus audit fceltra , tam lenttts Hides? 

Mara Ohcalme thcegcntle Lord, although I know- 
Thereis enough written vpon this earth. 

To ftirre amutenie in the mildeft thoughts. 

And armc the raindes of infants to exclaimes. 

MyLord kncelcdowne vvilhmc,- Lauinia kneelc, 

And 
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